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thinking; at least, the ordinary boy does not, and I 
had only looked up to him because he was my guar- 
dian, and liked him because he was a kind one ; but 
that evening, when " he had the kindness to bestow 
on us some moments of his beautiful company," as 
Polly expressed it, I thought* the fine perceptions of 
. the child had read him completely. 

"Polly," I said to her one day, "did you know 1 
am to have a good education — superb, I think you 
would call it, and then I am to become a — ," I 
could not think what lofty character, so I said, "a 
great man, and then I shall marry you? " 

She was tugging at a little pocket in my vest to 
produce my watch, a new indulgence of my uncle's 
which she delighted in. She stopped to say with her 
charming accent, "Boys are so mad, I like them not 
any. . 1 shall stay ever with the good Monsieur. 
.When I shall be tall, he will be old, old, and I shall 
live with him to make his menage," ending with a 
French word for want of an English one to express it. 

In due time I went away to school, and finally en- 
tered a German University, where I was to develop 
into something great; and after a while, I only 
thought of Polly at rare intervals, and of her then, 
only, as a very beautiful child, that had helped to 
amuse me when at home. 

I traveled over Europe with an ardent soul for 
compagnon de voyage. I visited many storied places, 
always with the determination to become remark- 
able, like the principal actors who had rendered these 
points illustrious. At different times I had concluded 
to become a hero, like William Wallace ; a poet, like 
Shakspeare ; and an artist, like Angelo. But when I 
had finished Rome, I was restless to commence my 
life work. What was I to do.> When I began to 
question, I really did not find in myself the ability to 
become great ; so with a sigh I parted with all super- 
fluous ambition, and decided to return to my country 
and become a useful man. I was best fitted for a 
business life, I thought, I would enter it, and strive, 
in my corner, to help a little in the progress of the 
world. Do not think, though, that I haci bidden a 
final adieu to my Utopia, At times I cherished the 
idea that, in some way, I was to place traffic on a 
higher plane, and introduce new methods which were 
to work wonders in the commercial world. These 
speculations, however, were induced but by a linger- 
ing inspiration of the divine afflatus, and were not 
often indulged in, 

I wrote to my uncle all my plans, which he fur- 
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thered, in his usual capable way, by getting me con- 
nected with a desirable firm ; and on hearing from 
him I set out for America. 

I was as glad as a boy to near the old home again 
— it was eight years since I had left it — and it was 
something enjoyable to have my hand wrung in my 
uncle's hearty grasp. I followed him into the old- 
fashioned, stately drawing-room with spirits light as 
quicksilver under a high temperature. Standing in 
one of. its windows was a graceful, girlish figure, 
which Uncle Harlan signed me to approach. 

"Polly," said he, "do you remember Bob, your 
old playfellow } " Then, with ceremony, " Miss Lis- 
ette La Mothe, allow me to present Mr. Robert 
Sayles." 

Very traveled though I thought myself, I had 
scarcely ever seen such a vision of loveliness, and 
stood before her abashed ; she, however, gave me a 
look of cool scrutiny ere she bowed. 

Well, we were both young and foolish, and there 
were sentimental walks by moonlight, and insipid 
flirtations, you say. Your pardon, the young lady 
was as sensible and as matter-of-fact with me as the 
most prosy could desire. If I received any attention 
from Miss La Mothe, out of the ordinary, it was ac- 
complished by direct assault ; or secured her society 
to myself alone, it was brought about by dint of 
strategy. This beautiful creature was as difficult of 
approach as a rose encircled with thorns ; and it is 
scarcely pleasant to remember what a dunce I made 
of myself in those days of freshness ; and all the time 
my uncle looked on musingly, for if she avoided in- 
timacy with me, she treated him also with reserve. 

And so matters stood at Christmas. Oil that 
morning I chanced upon my uncle in the library. 

" Bob," said he, " then you leave us Monday ? " 

"Yes;" and there followed a quick pain at my 
heart, at thought of the perplexed and baffled state 
in which I should depart. 

As if he understood it, he said, " Why don't you 
put it to the test, boy? There she is now," 

It was a steely morning, and the snow lay crisp 
and creaking underfoot. Down the walk the trees 
were fretted over with the frost, and under one of 
them, enveloped in something white and fleecy as 
the snow, stood Lisette ; and thanking Uncle Har- 
lan for his suggestion, I stepped out to join her, 

" Polly," said I, as I approached ; she smiled at the 
old name, in a way that encouraged me. Mimicking 
her childish speech, I said, "I find my heart all sick 



with its love for you. Can you say to me the word 
hope ? " 

She smiled again, and almost sadly, answering now, 
as when a child, "Young men never know their 
mind; I could not trust one. I have decided to 
remain single, always staying here till — till your 
uncle signifies a wish to be rid of me." 

I turned quickly to retrace my steps. After all it 
had only been a test, and I had scarcely dared hope 
for the result. I returned to the library and found 
Uncle Harlan at the spot where I had left him. 
Pointing down the walk, I said, " There she is, uncle, 
and she is waiting." 

As he closed the library door, I involuntarily as- 
sumed his position, and in another moment saw him 
kneeling before her, in the manner of an olden 
knight. 

And right knightly had his bearing always been, 
preserving through his life the devotional nature 
which is so sure to captivate the sex. 

Some years have passed since then; I am not 
really old, nor am I quite young, and yet I hardly 
seem the same that I was on that Christmas morn- 
ing. 

Notwithstanding a difference of age, I can see that 
Uncle Harlan and little Polly (he calls her that, still) 
are suited to each other, while I am persuaded, too, 
that we would have never harmonized. Or is it a 
way we have of solacing ourselves for our disappoint- 
ments? — Marie S. Ladd. 
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She was singing as he passed, 

Twining willows deft and fast ; 

Twining willows, singing low — 

Eyes of sunshine, cheeks aglow. 

Did he then at last behold 

Eyes of light and locks of gold 

Matched to some Madonna old 

He had seen — an ideal fair, 

Mystic light on lip and hair? 

Andalusia's fairest maids 

He had scanned in woods and glades — 

Fairest maids from sea to sea — 

But none so fair of face as she. 

He wooed and won the little maid. 

And robed her in the rich brocade. 

And paid her court in regal hall 

But sad her smile amid it all ; 

For, nurtured where the willows grew. 

And where the mountain violets blew. 

She faded as a flower that dies 

In sighing for its own blue skies. — Crco Klivgle. 



